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" IP THE SUN9S SPLENDOUR NEVER   DIED AWAY "

In this orchestra full of vain deceit

The drum of Being, each in turn, we beat*

Each morning brings new truth to light and fame,

And on the world falls lustre from a name.

If in one constant course the ages rolled,

Full many a secret would remain untold.

If the sun's splendour never died away,

Ne'er would the market of the stars be gay.

If in our gardens endless frost were king,

No rose would blossom at the kiss of Spring.

THE  BEAUTY  OF ZULAIKHA

Her face was the garden of Iram, where

Roses of every hue are fair.

The dusky moles that enhanced the red

Were like Moorish boys playing in each rose-bed.

Of silver that paid no tithe, her chin

Had a well with the Water of Life therein.

If a sage in his thirst came near to drink,

He would feel the spray ere he reached the brink,

But lost were his soul if he nearer drew,

For it was a well and a whirlpool